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SummerResort

Bear Huni by a
New Woman.__

TAMFORD, N. Y., June 3.—1 bhave
been on a bear hunt?
A gennine bear hunt, wild, rough
and exciting in all Hs demils.

A hont in which every man who fol-
lowed the trafl of the nounds had sworn
to avenge the recent ravages on his crops
znd cattle.

Nover has my blood cams S0 near con-
geeling I my velns as during those hours
in the Schoharie forest, and “all the king's
horses and all the king's men” could not In-
foce me to repeag the experience of last
Treaday.

The beginning of the story goes back a
long way—io fifteen yemrs ago, when =
somswhat simllar expedition of Injured
farmers siarted sfter the ~biack devil” of
the forest, who had been Intimidating peo-
ple for miles around.

For three days the hunters remained In
the foresis, living on the scanty provisions
with which they had provided themselves.

At the close of the third day they
emerged coversd with glory, drgging thelr
itrophy with them.

That was fifteen years ago, and not until
this Bpring did it cocur to the wily farmers
that this victim might have left a oub.

Neverthelpss the cub was jeft and has
flourished and lmproved In alze and ferocity
during the lapse of yoars.

Not untfl thls Spring, however, did the
people of BSchoharle County realize that
tholr Iast expedition did not efface the
engmy.

Late last March, when tho cattle wore put
to graze on the mountalnsids, soft, inno-
cent llitla creatores, of tne varlety known
o New York bufchers and housewlives as
“genuine Spring lamb," were nightly
missed from the fock, until at last the
florks becams so small the farmers were
suffering heavy losases.

Every ons was suspected, from tramps
and smull Hoys to witches of the old Balem
aahool,

Watches were set on guard to no avall
Then ong night s light snow fall, another
‘lumb wes misslng, snd the farmers dis-
govered the trall of a bear from the pas-
turo land to the forest adjolning.

That settled the guestion of the thief.
The farmers, though fllled with terror for
the sake of their crops and cattle, were re-
Heved to know that none of thelr nelghbors
had been the thief.

Immedintely an indignation meeting was
heid. It wea decided to leave several of
the lambs In the pasture to tempt the bhear
out of the foreat as usual. The farmers
who were to be on guard were then to kill
the bear In the simplest way lmaginable,
Juat s he was about to serze the lamb,

But the trap did not prove successful.
The farmers were not so qolet as might
have hesn expected, and the dogs, who
shou!d have been left st home, counld not
be kept from barking.

S0 when dawn was breaking and nothing
had happened the farmers plcked up their
guns, and, with rheumatics considerably
the worst for contaot with the damp
ground, prooeeded toward home.

Then the mews of the trouble reached
New York and the Journal woman saw the
opportunity for a rare adventure,

Benr hunts—with a genulne benr In the
lead—are pot everyday occurrences, and two
hundred miles were not such a long jour
ney, consldering the rewnrd.

The farmsrs of Schoharle, however, were
not quits prepared for so positive a move-
ment; but they were goon convinced that it
would save time to hunt down the destroyer

. af thelr flocks rather than awalt the chance
of hig venturing forth within range of thelr
Winchesters,

Accordingly, at 8 o'clock sharp, In ones of
the most benatiful, pleturesque valleys of
the Schoharle country, a motley assemblage
of huntsmen, guldes, indignant villagers,
small boys, photographers and a Journal
woman wers gathered und ready for busl-
noss. All those who were brave enough
and hardy enough to enter the hunnt
through the forest were olad ke rag-
muffing and armed with Winchester rifles,

The Iudlerous aspect of the situation must
certiilnly haye forced Itwelf upon us had
not the guldes, who were the oldest hunters
of the Catsklll country, worn such serious
expresslons and looked so dublously upon
the woman whoe was to joln thelr perilous
hunt.

“Hooray," sald the old farmer, shifting
a lump from ons cheek to the other,
"“Hooray fer the cliy gal," which approval
wes greeted with A zerles of grunts and
cliueckles. Then Captaln Zee, chlef gulde of
the party, a veritable Rip Van Winkle, and

_ looklng every day of his seventy-alx years,

stretehed forth his hand sod sald: I
reckon you'll do all right, miss. All a
hunter needs Ix gtont boots nn' & stout |

beurt. You jes' keep c¢lose to me, an' 1
cule'late If It's anythin’ more'n Lthe ole
b'ar's ghost cottin’ np these darned enpers,
thet we'll put It outer harm's way rfore
we quit this plece er woodiand.”

I plnced my hand In the horny one of

Captain Zee, and the pressure convinced me
of his sbllity to wrestle with a “b'ar."
" “Better go o three sep'rate parcels,’ he
sald, dividing us into gronps, *You five men
g0 with Wesley Patehen, 'He's been over
these woods about ez much ez me, un’
thosa three dogs of hls'n, Lhe{ be great
smellers."’ St

Flye more men were then chosén to fol-
low Jra Wardell, another hunter of con-
slderable fhme, a typlecal Huns of [eeland,
with long, red halr, feroclous brow, and
surrounded by ssven hulf-bred hounds.

~he reat of you," annoursst OCap

~

this time getting a lttlo help from Haw-
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Zae, "kin come along of me. I've only got
two dogs, but here, Zip, come ‘ere.”” Thé
great creature came to Its master's feet.
1 reckon,” sald the captain, buskily, “If
there's a b'ar anywher In thls here jungle
Zip kiln bring us pretty close on to hls
present quarters.”

Then we all struck Inte the forest—all
except the editor of the Stamford Re-
corder, who could not Joln uns because
patent leather boots were bad form In the
jungle, or would be when they cnme out of
It, and the good Dr. Churchill, of Delaware
County, who had no grodge sgalnst the
bears, having no cattle but deew, which
bhe keeps well protected, and no trock farm
but hedgerows, for which the bear ha
not yet cultlvated o taste, .

After advanclng n dozen steps Into the
forest all levity ceased.

“A bear hunt,” sald qulckly snd after
the mannoer In which I bad regurded It,
bas a pleasing, symmetrieal gound about
It; It brings to one's mind the thooght of
a rough day's outlhg, smacking of exciting
adventure, leaving Dbehind It & ravenoos
appetite and semething to bonst of,

Suddeniy we leard the yolce of Cap Zee,
some dlstance ahend, exclalming: '‘Gal,
where {5 that gal?' = .

“'Here,"” 1 answered, pushing forward,
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BRAVING THE TIDE AT

Presently we came upon the Captain. Ha| only & poor coon, | wanted te be on hand

looked about twenty rears younger th.-ml

when he left us. Hls cheeks wers fiushed,
his eyes sparkling, end his whole frame
trembled with excitement.

“(lome here, miss,'’ he sald, grasping my
Liand, “Jest look at them dogs. See ‘em
act? They sinell gomethin' or I don't know
Zip.

Certalnly the dogs were netlng strangely.
After burping thelr snouts in the ground
they lifted thelr hends und BLowled. Then
running along o Uetle further  they re-
peated the actlon, we followlng every step
and peering about us through the brosh,

The trall proved to be nothing, however,
nud after several hours; during which Cap
Zee shonted ut Intervals to keep me within
Henring distance, ‘our division met nnd de-
clded 1o eat the sandwiches we had brought
with us.. We plodded through to the out-
skirts of the wood, where wa conld see,
from our high elevatlon, tbe pretiy Lake
Otsyanthn.

We had plodded slong for probably an-
other hour, when the dogs began barking
and capering, and then dash abead.

Cop Zee and Hawklns got some dlstance
th the lead., The others of our divislon
hind gone on a dlfférent tnck. 1 could henr
the dogs yelplog, wny ahend. 1 felt cer-
taln they had struck on the trall of some-~

| thing, nud whether the bear we sought oz

nt the finlsh, Yet Hawkins and the guide
hnd deserted me; no doubt had forgotten
all.about me; Indeed, T could mot blama
them; I should bave done the same, In the
exeltément of the hour. But the rifle was
growlng very heavy, and laboring nnder all
the diffleultles I dld, 1t was hard indeed
to drag It .nlong and help myself, too. I
was an the point of disearding the rifle, In
the hope of progressing faster, when a
terrific how! idrowued the barkivg of the
dogs and stemed to fill every corner of the
forest with Its awful nolse. As its echo
dlod Ieould azaln hear the yelping of ths
Hogs—every dog we Bnd in the forest must
have been barking—and then ogaln that
foartul thunder of a wild beast's volce,
which was répeated agaln and agaln, A
feellng, not of fear, but utter desolation,
erept over me. I pushed ahead faster and
fnsteér, the knowledge that human belngs
were near me somewhere glvlog me cour-
age. Onece I thought I heard a sound amild
the din, which was Cap Zee's \volee, and
it Alled me with new strength. T tried to
‘ghoul, but coald nut even hear my own
volee, I longed forwnrd, and In dolng so
allpped and lost my footing. I must lave
slid twenty feet down the mountaln side,
when my feet struck something bhard, and

with & terrific shook I stopped.’ I was on 2
rockl  Terribly shaken, mud with my
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senges half dnzed, T got up. As I dld so|cries for halp. growlng falnter and fatoter;

that Lowl of a wild beast broke ugain over |

the forest, and setemed to emannte from
the very rocks at my feet. At another
time I would bnve been stnrtled Into teo-
rible fright. Bnt I had alrendy recelved
so muny shocks, T belleye I had reached
the Hmit of fear. T walked to the edge of
the rock and looked over,

Crouched on the ground, not ten faot he-
low me, was a black bear! Two columns
of =mmke oftnie, from Its nostrils, and eich
time It breathicd | oemitied low ruimbles
that scemed to vibrate throngh the rovk
on which I stoods It had evidently been
hunted, for it was panting hard. Itz head
faced the other way. and for a moment at
lenst I was safe.

Hnd I not passed through the trials pre-
eelding, I- should probably have lost my
head completely. As It was, thoogh my
llmbs were stif and would scarcely re-
spond to my wish to move them, 1 was
perfectly cool—until I reached stealthily
for my Tifle.

It was gone!l

In slipping dowm hil I had Josi It, un-
notleed In my fright. 1 glanced around;
it wis nowhers to be seen. In a moment
my courage was gone, my head In a wild
whirl. )

.. The pleture of my ‘doom rose before me;

\my tora and bleeding body, my unhecded

|

fhe

my. stow. death agouy.

The beast moved. It was turning round.
In a mpment it would see me. I uttered
ong wild ¥ell for “Captain Zeel™

“Hero!" cried a volce behind me, fol-
lowed by a shot that whizged over my
shoulder; then another and another.

The hotnda jumped around the bear,
barking and selplng, and one of Patchen's
hulf-breeds wns crushed to death as the
benist rolled over on its side.

I Liad fallen to the ground in my terror,
and together Cap Zee and 1 watched the
black bear until It was stone dead.

Then we went down beside I, and safter
Cap Zee hud sllenced the hinunds, aud the
rest of the party Jolned us, by ones and
twos, Cap took & long pull at his flask and
sald:

“I tell yer; boys, It wos all right killin’
that ar ale b'ar fiffesn year ago; but I sex
at tho time, sex [, *“What nbout the cuba? ™

“Wal,"" spld Foarmer Hawkins, gazing
with great rellsh on the dead beast, *T
hope It wa'n't a very perlific famlly, any-
way., Thls here besst's most twice the
glze Ita mother was, an', by gosh, T be:
lleve 1t appetite was twlce as big.”

"Wal,”" sald (ap Zee, “thet b'ar's appe-
tite nesdn’t never trouble you no mors."

Then every man wept hls way and told
the good news to all he met.

. ; - THE NEW WOMAMN,

anfucket.

Poet and

Ihe Breeze.

Nantueket, Mnss., July &
THE big hotel s glenmiug on the cliffy
On which the ocean &reezes blandly
blow;
The which the last “arrivals" madly sniff
For lnstance, Willlam Jones, of Tuckahos,
John Smith and wife of Upper Tenariffs,
Miss Tomilnson and mald, of Jerlche,
Aud all the others who each Bummer rest
In old Nantuclk, the Tsland of the Blest.

"Tls liere no lend breezs comes to plteh ity
Tent,

“Tla here that ne mosquito wildly shrieks

Atbwart the calm of night on bLloodshed

bent.
"Tis here the grease-llayed clt. rare solace
seeks
And findk, and when his lotas dream I8
Bpent—

A lotos dream of only two brief weeks—
He for the city polnts his sun-burned nose,
Rebullded from his evebrows to his toes

Nantuckst now has shed its Winter glooms
And to the brim each boarding house I8
fall. .
The home-moade ple 18 now upon the boomg
And pork and beans together madly pull
Arross the moors the breeze thai’s ne sk
moon, -
Toys with the antlers of the Dbrindled
bull
That prances neath the stretch of cloude
less biue, -
From Madeget to 'Sconest and Costues

Ob, now the gull ls clrcling wiid and free
About the billow and the shiplng ssnd,

And all the men ere shoutingin their gless
“The Slasconset barber is on handi™

And each cne slghs o finest scstasy, .
“No eight-day shaves upon. this blooming

strand "
Two boets run from Nantucket every day,
Touching at Martha's Vioeyard on the way

The Blasconset siren I a peach—
Tpon the wheel or an the swirllug wave,
Bhe makes the gulls ln frensled rapture
seresch,
And wakens envy In the coral cave
From which the mermald comes sloft to
bleach
Her golden ourls upon the purple pave.
Which one may call the billowa frothe
arrayed,
When bis poetic license has been paid
The butterfily upon the daisy rocks =
Within the '‘Sconset meéadow, whers &
bee
The wild rose with bls lateh key swift ube
locks,
Ard with the hippocrene flles fancy free
To where the penslve front-yard holly-
hocks
Alang the path are nodding In thelr glee
And hurling -all thelr fragrance o'er the
fence
To the four winds, regardiess of expense.

Ob, now bensath the old Nantucket moon
The Summer girl is gliding on the wing,
While Cuplid throws with rapture his har

' poon,
Which in a whallng town's the proper

thing.
Along the sedge the welkin-splitting loen
Lays bhard-bolled egge within the bollng
spring,
And sings about the jors that bloasom free
Upon this wind-swept lsland In the sea.

The tpurist now Into the dory Jumps,
The bluefish from the rolilng ses to yank;

In rubber boots or patent-leatber pumps
He loves slong the dory's length to prank,

No mstter how the bounding billow bumps,
He thinks he has a million In the bank.

When the *‘t=n-pounder,” landed at his

feet,
Turns somersaults the very band to beat

The happy child is digging In the sand,
I watch him with his lttle spade and
pall,

His ringlets playing in the breezes bland,
That in the distance fill the snowy sall,
Oh, here the chowder's ever made by hand,
The MHttle rallroad's never knowhn to fail
Toe be o time, and throogh the saline

spray
The boat brings In two blooming malls &
duy. ]

The cottagers are dancing on the turf,
While o'er the greensward fiies the tennls
bat;

The beautecus bather skims slong the surt
Entll at Care we gayly murmur “Seat!™
He hlts joy's bull's-eye e'en a8 Edgar

Murph
Hits the wild pigeon, knocking off Its hst,
When he gives up the evanescent V
To go to wind-swept 'Seonset-in-the-Sea.

Nantucket now Is in s Summer whirl,
Way off the malniand o the whirling ses,
And on ber streets the blushing Summes
girl
Now looks llke Spring In all ber finery.
These are the things that to the eye unfurl
Of him who wilks beneath the spreading
tree,
And henrs upon the alr the lyrie note
That tells the CIT House german is afloat,

The windmill whirls, the steamer whist®
blows,
The old town crier cries with might »
main,
The sailboat to War winet dally goes,
'The artist palnts the octan and the pl
The boarding house with sea food o
flows,
And joy in old Nantucket now doth relg

The boniface now grins from ear to sarn
While bosts of guests upon the mcene
Lopien L REN



